
The Tragpdic 

lie win our auncicnt right in France againe. 

Or dyea fouldicr as I liu’d a king* 

Glo, Short fomraers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

enter jono Tor ke, Haft mgs, Cardinal!. 

‘Sue. No w in good time, here comes the Duke of Yorke, 
Print Rich.of Y orkc,hovv fares our noble brother ? 

Tor. W ell my deare Lo : fo mud I call you now. 

Prin. I brother to our griefe, as ic is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept that title, 

Which by hi: death hath loft much maieftie. 

How fares ourcoufen noble L.of Y orkef 
Ter. I thankc you gentle vnclc. OmyLord, 

You faid rhat Idle weeds are faft in growth : 

The Ptince my brother hath oucgtownc me farre*: 

Gto, He hath my Lo: 

Tor, And therefore is he idle? 

Cjlo. Oh my fair e coufen,! mull not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to youthen I. 

Glo , He may command me as my foueraigne, , 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor , I pray you vncle giuc me this dagger. 

(jlo. My dagger little coufen , with all my heat &> 

Prin. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giuc. 

And being but a toy, which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, lie giue my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift? O thats the fword to it. 

Glo. 1 gentle colen,were it light enough. 

Tor,Q than-1 fee you wil part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay abegger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for your grace to weare. 

Tort 1 weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Cjlo. VV hat would you haue my Weapon litlc Lord ? 
for. I would that I might thanke you as asyou call me. 
Glo. How? Tor, .Litlc» 

Prin. Mv Lo: of Yotke will. Hill be crofFe in talker 
Ync’e your grace kooweshow to beare with him. 

Tor , You meane to beare me, not to beare with me : 
Vucle, my bother raackes both you and me, 


of Richard the third. 

Becaufe that I am litlc like an Ape, 

He thinkes that you fhould beare me on your (boulder*. 

Hue, With what a Ibarpe prouided wit he rcafons. 

To mitrigate the fcorne he giue hi s vncle. 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe : 

So cunning and fo yong is wonderfull. 

Glo, My Lo : wilt pleafe you pafle along ? 

My felfeand my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcomeyou. 

Tor, What will you goe vnto the tower my Lor 
Trin, My Lord Prote£Vor will haue it fo. 

Tor, 1 (hall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo, Why, what fhould you feare? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft s 
My Granam tolde me he was murdred there. 

Prin, 1 feare no vndes d ead, 

Glo. Nor none that liue,l hope. 

Prin, And ifthey liue, I hope I need not feare. 

But come my I. .with a heauie heart 
Thinking on thcm,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin,T or. Haft, Haft, Dor f,manet,Rtch.Buc* 
Buc. Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt andfeorne you thus opprobrioully ? 

Glo, No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quicke,iogenious,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft : Come hither Gatcsby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply to effect what we intends 
A* elofely to conceale what we impart, 

Thouknoweft our rcafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
F o make William L. Haftings ofour minde. 

For the infta'raent of this noble Duke, 

In the feare royall of this famous lie i 
Catef, He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Sue. Vv hat thtukeft thou then of Stanley , what willhc? 
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